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he said it was never his practice to carry firearms, being
a nervous man and apt to use them if he had them and
got alarmed when busy burglaring. He relied chiefly on
his extraordinary agility and steady head to escape. His
only yarn, however, was his last. He and a friend had
been detailed by the gang to the job of plundering one
of a row of houses. The plans of the house and of the
enterprise were all in order, but some unexpected alarm
was given and he fled upstairs, climbed through a sky-
light onto the roof, and ran along the gables of the tiles,
not far ahead of the police, who were armed and firing
at him. He could easily have gotten away, as he could
run along the coping of the brick parapet without turn-
ing a hair, but he was brought up by a narrow side street
on which he had not counted, not having anticipated,
like cats, a battle on the tiles. It was only some twelve
or fifteen feet across the gap, and the landing on the
other side was a flat roof. Taking it all at a rush he cleared
the street successfully, but the flat roof, black with ages
of soot, proved to be a glass skylight, and he entered a
house in a way new even to him. His falling on a stone
floor many feet below accounted for his "unfortunate
amdent"! After many months in bed, the man took an
unexpected turn, his back mended, and with only a
slight leg paralysis he was able to return to the outside
world. His long suffering and incarceration in hospital
were accepted by the law as his punishment, and he
assured me by all that he held sacred that he intended
to retire into private life. Oddly enough, however, while
on another case, I saw him again in the prisoner's dock
and at once went over and spoke to him.

"Drink this time, Doctor," he said. "I was down on
my luck and the barkeeper went out and left his till
open. I climbed over and got the cash, but there was so   of u*y
